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Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy MontTaGvue. 
They supply information as to the person and habits, 
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squinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones, ) of Political History. 


often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”’—Croxer’s New Wuic Gurpe. 
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The above is certainly one of the richest caricatures that 
have ever yet graced the far-famed pages of Figaro. High as 
is the celebrity of its caricatures, we think the above throws 
immeasurably into the distance a large majority of the pictorial 
triumphs that have from time to time (in this work) shed a 
Having 


relieved ourselves by this pious pilgrimage of the pen to the 


halo of glory over the art of caricaturing in England, 


shrine of merit, we will grasp with our wonted ferocity the sub- 
ject, at which the graphic gash is aimed in the engraving above 
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exhibited. We could not, however, refrain from letting drop 
en passant a laurel on the artist’s brow, for every panegyric 
we bestow 7s indeed a laurel for that head which is so fortunate 
as to be distinguished by a puff in this periodical. It would 
be unnecessary for us to enter minutely into the history of 
Punch, since it is a subject with which every one is familiar, 
from the brawny dustman saturated for a century in cinders, or 
the peer venerable in years, down to the shrill toned sweep, or 
the dirty nosed and hatless cherubs, who stare at mountebanks 
in the public streets, océasivonally clutch from the gutter a 
cherry or a gooseberry, or who sometimes riot in the relish of 
a ripe raspberry rescued from the recesses of a sifted cinder 
Every one knows Punch, and we therefore repeat we 
but the Ministerial Pup- 


box. 
need not now enter into his history. 
pets of the show at St. Stephens, are subjects not quite so in- 
telligible as the Punch of the pavé. There is, however, (and 
we warn our readers against him) @ crafty vagabond who goes 
about exhibiting a parcel of Ministerial, or rather State Puppets, 
whom he works with the practised hand of the craftiest mounte- 
bank. Brougham is the name of the showman, and his Punch 
is no less a personage than a King, who is made to brandish 
his club in all directions at the will of the cunning Brougham, 
who keeps himself as much as possible out of sight for the 
The Royal 


without rhyme or reason, whenevei 


purpose of working the complicated machinery. 
Punch lays about hin 
Brougham chooses to direct him, and he kicks out one or 
drives off another, yielding always to the influence of the con- 
cealed hand that is guiding him. Another principal puppet 
is Melbourne, who attends somewhat in the way that the Doe- 
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tor waits upon Punch, but who now and then gets a blow from 
the Royal Puppet, at the sole instigation of Brougham, the 
cunning exhibitor, Palmerston and other State Puppets are 
served much in the same way, while John Bull who stands 
gaping at the show, finds his pocket picked by some of the 
showman’s infamous accomplices. Peel as a policeman, some- 
times pretends to be upon the watch, but he is as great a 
rogue in the business as any blue devil that ever seduced a 
servant girl, or laid open an honest head with a truncheon. 
There is such a completeness about the graphic effort which is 
gloriously emblazoned above, that we shall enter into no further 
description. It is a gem of art, and the original will be in the 


next Exhibition of the Royal Academy. 


THE INTERPRETER. 


4 Tory thief. 

A few days since, it seems by the papers, that a boy was 
brought up charged with stealing a Quarterly Review from 
the house of Lord Lyndhurst. The magistrates animadverted 
strongly on the enormity of the offence, and certainly we think 
the boy was too bad in robbing Lyndiurst, for as there should 
he honour among thieves, so also should there be good faith 
amongst the Tories. The thief and Lyndhurst are of course 
of the same school of politics, as is proved by the fact of the 
former’s having selected a Tory review for abstraction from 
the Ex-Chancellor’s residence. The boy was hurried off to 
Brixton for a month, to improve his morals, and we think the 
magistrate should have warned him against encouraging a taste 
for Conservative periodicals, since his gout for reading the 
Quarterly has evidently been the means of introducing him to 
the House of Correction. We dare say he will object to the 
treadmill on political grounds, since being a Tory he will de- 
cidedly object to a common wheel (weal), and will possibly 
protest against it, owing to its revolving prucess, since he is of 
course an enemy to revolutionary principles. 


Atrocity of houselessness. 

According to the police reports there cannot be a more atro- 
cious sin than houselessness, and the worst of vagabonds is by 
magisterial law the poor creature who has no home or bed to lie 
upon. The other day we met with a case of two poor devils 
having been brought before Mr. White, cuaRGEp with sleeping 
in the open air, so that it seems poverty is denied even the 
luxury of a nap, in which to forget for a time its abject wretch- 
edness. The grand legislative rule for misery to abide by, is 
evidently to “ move on,” for summary punishment is always 
awarded to stagnant wretchedness. We confess we cannot 
see the difference between poverty on the stand still, or poverty 
upon the move, but it isa fact that so long as it only continues 
to keeep moving, it is passed unnoticed by the authorities. The 
instant it either plants itself to beg, or sinks down exhausted 
to sleep, it becomes the mark of police vengeance and is hurried 
off to the police office, where a magistrate is found ready to 
belch forth his ignorant venom, and consign it toa prison for 
its enormity. Now as houselessness is getting to be a common 
sin, we want to know for the benefit of the poorer classes, what 
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is to be done to avoid such alarming depravity. Perhaps it 
would be better for a man with nothing in his pocket to enter 
lodgings for which he has no means of paying. This would be 
merely swindling, but that in the eye of the law is not punish- 
ed near so severely as poverty. If it be punishable to be with- 
out apartments, we presume in time it may be @llegal to be 
without one’s country house, and at last the police reports will 
talk of vagabonds being brought up CHARGED with having 
no shooting box. Those besotted idiots the magistrates posi- 
tively commit men to prison for having uo house to live in, 
advising them to learn better at the House of Correction 

Whatever else may be learnt at a place so improving and 
enlightening to the mind, we doubt whether it will teach starv- 
ing men where to obtain a residence. 

A contemptuous Jarvey. 


The coachman paid the fine without hesitation, and left the office wit! 
a sneer. 

Mr. Alderman Copeland said if the fellow had sneered before the 
judgment had been pronounced; the full penalty should have been in- 
flicted. -Police Report in the Morning Herald. 


Alderman Copeland seems to be not only a worthy oecupant 
of the magisterial bench, but he is likewise eminently qualified 
by his innocent ignorance to take a couspicuous rauk among 
those idiotic gluttons in gowns, who go by the name of Alder- 
men. ‘The above paragraph gives a delicious specimen of civic 
justice, and is in itself a brilliant burst of cockney dignity. <A 
coachman is fined—he pays the fine and sneers—Copeland sees 
the sneer—concludes it must be meant for him, and instant], 
expresses a rebellions wish to upset an act of parliameut, kick 
the constitution to the devil, defy the legislature, set himself 
up as a maker as well as administrator of law, and in fact to 
use one powerful expression, to play h— and Tommy with the 
hackney coachman. Now we agree with Copeland that it is 
not pleasant to be sneered at, but we must also impress upon 
him that sneering even at an 1/derman, constitutes no crime, 
and if therefore he had charged for the sneer by augmenting 
the fine, he would have been guilty of a subversion of all jus- 
tice, a defiance of law, a contempt for parliament, and ergo ot 
a treasonable intent towards the English constitution, There 
is no specific law yet to punish with a pecuniary penalty the sin 
of sneering at Copeland, and till so natural a feeling is punish- 
able by the law of the land, we would advise the sagacious 
cockney to keep himself silent about inflicting fines on those 
who very excusably express a contempt for his ignorance. 





A novel Minister. 

The lath and plaister Ministry not being thoroughly com- 
plete, fresh appointments are still occasionally made to patch 
up the crevices in the crazy structure. Among other things 
Lord Mulgrave has been appointed Lord Privy Seal, a mea- 
sure on the part of the Ministers that will be hailed by the 
public with infinite ecstacy. Lord Mulgrave may not be known 
to our readers, but he was formerly Lord Normanby, and as 
such acted as a sort of cad to Colburn—writing various novels, 
and lending his efigy for the New Monthly Magazine, where 
his portrait appeared with a lengthy puff in the shape of an 
autobiography. It may be useful for a Minister to be able to 
write novels, and we trust the adhesion of Lord Mulgrave to 
the Ministry will give confidence to the uation, for a Lord 
Privy Seal who can write a novel, is decidedly an acquisition 
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in the present statejof the country. Mulgrave, alias Normanby, 
alias Phipps, is at present the hope of the Melbourne Cabinet. 


What's in a Name. 

One of the most amusing absurdities of the week has been 
the remanding of a person called Richard Jones, who was 

nt back from the Insolvent Court, because he had not de- 
scribed himself as Dutch Dick in his schedule. This is sin- 
gular cause for opposition. Why should not Mr. Hayne have 
been sent back for not describing himself as Pea Green 
Hayne? That is all. We don’t say anything against the 
remand of Dutch Dick, but the objection should have pre 
vailed in both cases equally. 


Sel ? 
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A GREEN ROOM BREVITY. 


Macreapy in THe Merry Moop.—Though Macready is 
.bout as inflexible in his muscles as poor Mears is in his veice, 
aud though the leading vagabond of both establishments does 
valk upon the nine feet high stilts of self importance through 
the stage and its avenues—yet he does, yes even Macready 
does sometimes come down from his altitude and ambling on 
the borders of Joe Miller, condescend to indulge in a playful 
waggery. The other night, at the Victoria, speaking of 
Knowles’s Benefit, he facetiously declared that “ for such a 
man as Knowles, the public could possibly have done Wo-less 
(Know-les).” He instantly sent for Three Cabs, in which to 
co home, one for himself, another for his dignity, and a third 
for his joke, which was so heavy that the vehicle broke down 


ENGLISH M=LODIZES, No. 51. 


It must have been perceived of late that our moods have not 
been melodious, but a day or two since our thoughts took a 
‘nost harmonious ‘turn, and the result is a decided melody. 
We evidently had in our minds Cowper’s celebrated Complaint 

{ the Negroes, who, by the bye, are now emancipated, and 
have the advantage of a copyright in themselves (as it were) 
nd are no longer transferable with property like the conscien- 
ces of ministerial underlings from one premier to another unto 
il] eternity. However, to return to the subject of the melody, 

-it is founded on Cowper’s poem aforesaid, and takes the fe- 
icitous form off Grey’s complaint on his rejection from the 
premiership by his late colleagues, 


Arn—Forced from home and all its pleasures. 


Forced from place and all its pleasures, 
Treasury bench I left forlorn, 

To advance old Brougham’s measures, 
In his cunning caput born. 

All my former colleagues sold me, 
Ousted me by tricks that told; 

But though out at last they’ve bow!l’d me, 
Whigs are always to be sold. 

Still in principle as ever, 
I can shortly change my mind ; 

Join the Tories, ’twould be clever, 
Leaving former friends behind. 

Whig professions, Tory practice, 
Both may sometimes kindred claim ; 

Names may differ, but the fact is 
Whig and Tory are the same. 

Why did all creating nature 
Make us wish for place to toil, 

Lies must earn it—which we ought to 
Shun, lest we our souls should soil. 

Think ye Ministers while boasting, 
Lolling at your treasury boards ; 

How our souls must get a roasting, 
For the sweets that place affords. 
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BREVITIES. 
‘ Brevity is the soul of wit. ’—Shakspeare. 


4 tax to be taken off. 

Lord Althorp if he had applied to us might have obtained 
an advisable hint for his recent budget. Instead of removing 
trifling taxes, we could have suggested something he could have 
taken off that never was any benefit to the public resources. 
We mean that had he taken himself off he would have removed 
what has long been a most tiresome and unprofitable faa upon 
the patience of the public. 

Astoundihg news. 

One of the splendid results of the philosophical enquiries of 
the Poor Law Commissioners is that every child must have two 
parents. This is a fact for the discovery of which they de- 
serve a public monument in addition to their tremendous 
salaries. 

A patriotin perspective. 

Sir Robert Peel said the other night, “ he should feel dis- 
posed to look to the interests of his country at a distance of 
three or four centuries from the present time.” His anxiety 
about the future prosperity of the country may account in some 
degree for his opposition to the advancement of its present in- 
terests. 

Too bad. 

It is rather surprising that the Poor Law Amendment Bill, 
which is so cowardly an attack on the female population, 
should have so readily passed the House of Lords, where (from 
the number of old women it contains) the female population 
had aright to look for sympathy. But old women are pro- 
verbially harsh towards the indiscretions of their juniors, 

The ear of royalty. 
Somebody in puffing his August Majesty the other day, de- 


| clared that “the King’s ears were open to the complaints of 


those even at a distance. We cannot doubt the extent of his 
Majesty’s auricular organs, and we loyally pronounce him to be 
(God bless him) one of the long-eared tribe. 

Bad Provisions. 

The New Poor Law Amendment Bill will certainly increase 
death by starvation, at least cent. per cent. It deprives all 
parties of relief, and it is a bill which will starve thousands 
who are reduced to look to its provisions. 
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3unn the double lessee is travelling through the provinces, 
attending all the barns, and looking for what he intends call- 


‘ing in the Bills of next season “ provincial ability.” We 


have had enough of this provincial ability, and there will be no 
gulling the public ow with this species of tag-rag-and-bob- 
tailery. All the principal performers are just now out of Lon- 
don, and the small constellations are starring it in various pro- 
vincial companies. Mears has been playing Richard the Third 
somewhere in the North of England, and created such a sensa- 
tion in the Village that he was carried to his lodging, triumph- 
antly, in a fruit basket. Baker has had a profitable trip into 
the south, and is fascinating a small borough in that quarter 
with his clean ducks, and amiable countenance. In fact all 
the nobodies in London are attending to the nobodies in the 
country, and they occasionally extract a few shillings from 
some rural dupes, so that, toa small extent, their presence in 
the provinces may prove detrimental to the agricultural inte- 
rests. It will be seen that we never sleep, and that true to 
our character, we are ‘* here, there and everywhere.” Our eye 
is always ready to detect a petty swindle, and our hand is ever 
ready to astonish it in its retreat with our tomahawk, Among 
other things we have heard (but we hope the report may 















prove incorrect) is that Mr. Manders has been starring it in 
some petty provincial company as a low comedian, and that he 
has been playing the Wandering Minstrel, which he has 
announced as originally acted by him in London. Jf this be 
true we do not hesitate to pronounce it as paltry in the 
extreme, siuce Mitchell is the only man who ever did play the 
part in London, and it is therefore presumption in Mr. Manders, 
as well as impudently false, if he has permitted himself to be 
announced as the original London representative of that 
character. We do not object to inferior performers playing in 
the country, parts performed by their superiors in town, be- 
cause the country cannot comm: ind the talent of the me tropolis, 
but a gross attempt at appropriation of another man’s popula- 
rity, is a meanness we shall never omit to chastise in this 
periodical. This work is read extensively at Brighton, should 
the trick be tried there. If we have been mis-informed, we 
owe an explanation to Mr. Manders and will concede one most 
readily. 

The assassination work has recommenced at the Surrey, 
and the management has had an accession of attraction, in the 
shape of two battle axes, a pound of blue fire, a barrel of red 
lead, anda skeleton. Dibdin Pitt is engaged to produce hor- 
rors, and eats a pound of pork chops every night, in order 
that he may be troubled with terrible dreams, which, in the 
morning, he works up into the shape of a melodrama. His 
mind is thus excited to an unnatural pitch, he dreams of 
bloody bones, starts out of his bed, upsets his rushlight in a 
paroxysm, thrusts his pen into the ink bottle, dashes back his 
night cap, kicks his slippers into the air, folds his night gown 
round him, with wild fury wipes the swe 1t from his brow with 
a dirty duster, and writes a melodama, Such is the awful 
machiuery of a Surrey piece, which is put into the hands of a 
ghost-haunted carpenter, who, prepares the machinery under 
thefinfluence of an apparition, it is then taken to the Surrey 
action, who are all acknowledged to be raving mad, and it is 
then produced for the amusement of an infuriated Surrey 
audience. We understand that the whole establishment is 
thoroughly imbued with a gout for the terrible, and that the 
performers are never at home, except when dressed as spectres, 
and the Green Room is never lively, unless there is a stage 
apparition in each corner, or a bleeding nun flirting perhaps 
with a doomed maniac. Rumball glories in the garb of a 
ghost, and Mrs. W. West is never at her ease unless there is 
a stream of blood upon her robe, a pound of whitening on her 
face, a dagger in her hand, and a terrific gash in her bosom. 
We do not expect all this frightful rubbish can pay, but per- 
haps now that the Victoria is so active in the field, competi- 
tion, on the part of the Surrey, would be futile and ridiculous. 

Knowles took his farewell benefit at the Victoria on Monday, 
when there was a crowded house, not because it was Knowles’s 
farewell benefit, but because Macready and Liston gave him 
their services. If it had been Mr. Shegogs night the house 
would have been just as good, for the British public is an igno- 

rant beast, and bestows its patronage without meaning, “avd 
when in the right place, it is in ninety-nine cases out of a hun- 


dred, the effect of mere accident. Every individual in the 
theatre, when Knowles said he must go to America, segs 


out “ No, no,” and disgorged his useless plebeian breath i 

rufianly huzzas, but, as Kuowles boldly said to them, if fee 
had only pulled out a few filthy shillings a short time before 
there need have been no farewell, and he might have still re- 
mained the ornament of his country, which he is now forced to 
abandon on account of its beggarly apathy to his tremendous 
What a disgrace to England is it, that her only tragic 


eenius. 
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Piinted by W. Molir neux, 
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| ee immeasurably the best too that has appeared within 
| the present age, is actually forced to hurry off to America, in 
order to secure a support for his wife and family. The fact is 
that while we are paying immense sums for useless rubbish, 
we allow the first man of his time to leave in disgust be- 
cause we will not contribute some few hundreds per annum 
to retain him amongst us. Knowles feels this, and alluded to 
it in his farewell address, but his comments were not half so 
severe as the filthy public merited. By the bye, it was modest 
in him, but erroneous to attribute his popularity as a dramatist 
in the first instance to Mr. Macready. The latter is un- 
doubtedly by far the greatest living actor, but he must himself 
' acknowledge that he is more indebted to Knowles than the 
dramatist is to him, for, decidedly, the actor’s popularity is 
principally derived ‘from the pieces Mr. Knowles wrote for 
him, while the most successful plays of the latter have been 
without the aid of Mr. Macready’s abilities. We allude, ot 
course, to the Wife and the Hunchback, the immense 
success of which proves that Mr. Knowles’s fame is wholly 
independent of Mr. Macready’s acknowledged abilities. By 
the bye we are sure it would be an admirable speculation for 
Abbott, if he could enter into an engagement with Macready 
for a series of performances by the latter at the Victoria. 
Performances outside a theatre are sometimes superior to 
those within, and a case of this kind occurie] on Saturday last, 
when a diverting interlude was performed at the threshold of 
Sadler’s Wells, on which occasion Mr. Almar, the Shakspeare 
of Clerkenwell, enacted a principal character. Mr. Almar is 
decidedly the Sheridan of St. Johns, or to compare him with a 
man of his own time, let us rather denominate him the Knowles 
of the New River. The entertainment, however, to which we 
allude, was a pugilistic flare up at the box decor when the 
lessee aided by his brother, thought proper to set upon Mr. 
Young, a respectable scene painter, without (as we are in- 
formed) any provocation being given, We really have always 
been anxious to support Myr. Almai’s management at Sadler’s 
Wells, but it certainly does not seem precisely the thing on the 
part of the lessee to pitch into Mr. Young, or any other man 
of talent and respectability who happens to differ from Mr. A, 
in matters either public, private, general, or personal. A row 
ata theatre door is bad at all times, but it is much worse 
when the manager is himself the principal party in the squabble. 
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We beg to state that the Franks, to whom we alluded a fortnight since 
as a white i+ ddell exquisite . search ofthe carcase of poor Laporte, is 
a Mr. Franks, following the gentlemanly occ upation ofa bailiff, and re- 
siding in Red Lion Court, Holbor n. 
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